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On the flooring and over the lines                    5

Of the roots here and there

The pine-tree drops its dead;

They are quiet, as under the sea.

Overhead, overhead

Bushes life in a race,                                      10

As the clouds the clouds chase;

And we go,
And we drop like the fruits of the tree,

Even we,

Even so.                                          15

& Meredith.
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REQUIEM

UNDE& the wide and starry sky.
Dig the grave and let me lie.
Glad did I live and gladly die
And 1 laid me down with a will.

This be the verse you grave for me:                  5

Here he lies where he longed to U ;
Home is the sailor, home from sea,
And the hunter home from the hill

JR. L. Stevenson.
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I STROVE with none, for none was worth my strife.
Nature I loved and, next to Nature, Art:

I warm'd both hands before the fire of life;
It sinks, and I am ready to depart.

W. S. Landor.